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ON THE FATE 



o s 



CAPTAIN G***** 

Sad on the margin of the deep, 
I faw a lady fit and weep, 

Array'd in robes of white ; 
Below Ihe markM the billows rife. 
Above the dark unfettled fkies. 

Nor ihiverM at the fight. 

No terror in her looks I tracM, 
While lightnings gleam wild o'er the wafte. 
And hideous thunders roar. 
A For 



22 POEMS. 

For O ! the mind o'ercharg'd with care. 
The heart-ftruck marble, in defpair, 
Alas ! can feel no more. 

But, like foft rains *midft fummer fun. 
Her tears in mild compofure run 

From either beaming eye j 
And as the gentle gales of fpring, 
When eve defcends with fable wing. 

So heavM her bofom-figh. 

At length, in moving drains, but mild. 
Through hollow rocks, in echoes wild, 

Thefe words affaird mine ear : 
" Ye raving winds ! . thou rolling fea ! 
*^ Your boift'rous rage is loft on me, 

" I have no more to fear. 

*' Thou treacherous overfwelling main, 
" O ! couldft thou give my love again 

" To my fad widowed fight j 

Although 



POEMS. 3 

^^ Akhough his eyes be funk in death, 
** His icy lips be void of breath, 

^* Fd kifs them with delieht* 

" What's this I fee ! — my fancy raves ! 
^' Three lovely forms ftretch'd on the waves, 

" And floating to the ihore. 
^^ O my loft children ! is it you ?** 
TT^ey anfwer not — " Adieu, adieu !*' 

She fighM, and faid no more* 



THE 
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THE 

TWA D O W S. 

1 HERE were twa dows, upon a day, 
Made wife by want, fatigued wi' play. 

Sat in a dooket ; 
The grund was covered o'er wi' fnaw, 
Nae grains o* rye or wheat they faw 

As out they looket. 

brither pigeon! fays the tane, 

1 envy a* the fons o* men. 

They are fae canty. 
The cozy room, wi* carpet laid. 
The prefs nae toom, the bed weel made, 

An* naething fcanty. 



Ye filly thing, the ither cries, 

Ye*re graining temper I defpife. 

As weel as pity ; 

^ ■ What 



POEMS, 

What would the King o' Britain gee 
To be as weel as you or me, 
A* London city ? 

For a* the waes that he has felt, 
The half o' ihem has no been telt. 

They've weel been hided j 
When fpring returns, this little throat 
Shall bill in many a plaintive note 

How he's been guided. 

But yet he has a trufty friend, 
Wha's fteady mind will never bend, 

Frae ftrideft duty j 
An* heaven knows he has a fon, 
Wha to the very de'il would run 

For female beauty. v 

But, canny lad, we a* may blefs him. 
For you and I would furely mifs him. 
He's been fae good ; 



He's 
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He's fent as muckle filler here. 
Might had us picking half a year. 
The beft o* food. 

Then envy not the rich an' great ; 
You'r better in your prefent ftate. 

Though but a dow ; 
For they hae griefs ye dinna ken. 
An' aft thefe noble creatures men 

Do envy you* 



C 7 ] 

A SONG. 

At night, when each mortal is laid to repofe. 
My breaft ever throbs, and my eyes never clofe j 
I wander alone, my fond heart to confole. 
And think on Alexis, the pride of my foul. 

Then farewel, my love, my Alexis, adieu ! 
For I breathe without feeling fince banifh'd from 
you. 

In vain the foft zephyr waves over my head. 

And the moon's pallid glory beams through the dark 

fhade ; 
For the mild orb of even is loft to my view. 
And the w^nd blows too rudely when abfent from you. 

At morn when gay Phoebus brings vigour and light, 
I view the fweet fcene with a languid delight ; 
For my eyes ftream with anguifh as oft as I fee 
The fmiles of the morning, which mind me of thee. 

My 
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My heart with the ocean Fm apt to compare, 
Where the fun brings relief in the midft of defpair } 
So thy image reflefted relieves my diftrefs. 
And kindles emotions I cannot exprefs. 

I wander unmov'd by the murmuring rill ; 
"What made my heart flutter now makes it lie ftill j 
With coldnefs uncommon thefe pleafures I view ; 
I tl^ink on the cafl:le, the cottage, and you. 

I fliun the gay circle wherever they come, 
They tell me Fm fuUen, ill-natur*d, and dumb j 
I figh and fay nothing; for what can I do ? 
Yet my eyes furely anfwer Fm thinking on you. 

But why fhould I languifh ? FU go and be preft 
To the parent of nature, and lie on her breafl: : 
She'll tell me how vain are the hopes I purfue ; 
For life's but a labour when abfent from you ! 

No longer Louisa fhali figh for her fwain. 
Nor her feelings be hurt with contempt and difdain ; 

In 
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In the cold arms of death no rude paflion fliall wound ; 
Tho* her pillow be damp, yet her fleep (hall be found. 

Then farewel, my love, my Alexis adieu ! 
For I foon will ceafe b? ^athipg fince banifliM from 
you! 



U On 



ON THE 

SUDDEN DEATH 

OTA 

YOUNG GENTLEMAN, 

The veil of night was drawn afidc, 

The fky was beaming red ; 
In youth and health^s luxuriant pride 

Ross lightly left his bed. 

He caird his dog— he feiz'd his gun-^ 

He flew to yonder plain, 
Elated with the rifing fvin. 

But ne'er returned again, 

^' In luckjV — ^he cries^ *^ Tve fliot my bird*'- 

He flops — and pants for breath- 
He never fpoke another word, 
But closed his eyes in death. 

An 
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An Angel mark'd him from his birth ; 

And, when the doom was given, 
i)id crop the fweetefl bud on earth 

To bloom and blow in heaven ! 



THE 
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THE TOO T a 

O Look not, lady, wittf difdain ! 

Nor fill our hearts with ruth ; 
iTou ftill iftay charhl fotfie humble fvirain, 

Altho* you've loft a tooth ! 

Thy beaming eyes are black as jetj 

Aftd pretty is thy mouth ; 
No angel ever fmird fo fweet. 

Before you loft a tooth. 

While fondly thus you ftrive to Ihine 

In all the charms of youth ; 
Your face and figure e*er divine. 

But, O ! you've loft a tooth. 

Ah ! why that angry froWn ? for fhame ! 

I only fpeak the truth : 
It cannot hurt Eliza's fame 

To fay file's loft a tooth. 

But 
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But fearch fome hearts, perhaps you'll find 

A greater fault forfooth ; 
O ! k were well for woman kind 
V ' Were all their lofs a tooth ! 
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A ROMANTIC SCENE, 

Which happened in the year 1746. 

JtHenes and Hero far retirM, 
Without one wifli to be admir*d, 

Liv'd in a lonely den ; 
Of equal birth in friendfhip bleft, 
A mutual pafSon both confeft. 

And fhunM the paths of men. 

The charms of nature were their pride. 
The winding wood, the water fide. 

The chief of their delight j 
How pleasM, how fondly would they ftray^ 
At early dawn, or beaming day. 

Or mark the folemn night. 

Thefe lovely maids, with equal grace. 
Did differ far in form and face. 

But both completely fair j 

An 
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An angel fmU'd on Fhbnes' lips, 
Her bloom did every rofe eclipfe. 

And yellow was b^r hain 

But Hero pale a& winter fnow. 
Did each expreffive feature Ihow, 

That made fair Helen fl^ine ; 
Her gloffy hair, as black as jet. 
Hung almoft waving to her feet j 

She feem'd or was divine. 

^Twas on the fofteft morn in fpring. 
When hearts at eafe elated fing. 

To hail the rifing year, 
The dew drops hung from every flower. 
They rofe and left their little bower. 

And wander'd void of fear. 

At length they reach -d a lofty hill ; 
They climbM a rock — ^then both flood flill 
To view the rifing fun j 

Not 
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Not diftant far they fpied a fwsdn ; 
They felt a fort of pleafing pain. 

But ftrove the path to jhun. 

O ! fuch a youth is feldom feen, 
|n belted plaid jtnd veft of green. 

With looks of manly pride j 
AH gay in ancient grandeur drcft, 
A brilliant ftar adorn'd his breaft, 

A fword hung by hi? fide. 

They turnM with itiodeft looks and fliy ; 
Jle ftood, he gaz'd, he came not nigh ; 

He held his wounded heart. 
Nor did )ie knpw, npr s:oUld he tell 
Which lovely maid did moft excell. 

Or ^ho had fjiot the d^rt. 

Fair Phenes* beauty he admir'd ; 
JJer fmiles, her bloom, his bofom fir*ci> 
Per foft her eafy air j 
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But when he gaz'd on Hero's eyes. 
He felt fuch ftrong emotions rife. 

It was too much to bear^ 

Now homeward as they bent their courfe, 
The firft time e'er they feU the force 

Of Love's refiftlefs power. 
They blufli'd ; they knew not what to fay ; 
They walk'd in filence all the way. 

And flowly reached their bowen 

Unknown to every low difguife, 

They fcarce could meet each other's eyes. 

So ftrangely did they feel j 
O needlefs care, it was in vain ! 
For love, of every other pain. 

No woman can conceal, 

Their tender paffion both confcft ;: 
Night drew apace, they fought fot f eft> ' 
put fleep had flown away. 

C His 
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His image was a waking dream ; 
When Luna fhowM her pallid beam 

They thought it break of day. 

Says Hero, Phenes, will you go. 
To yonder lofty hill you know,' 

And tafte the morning breeze ; 
Again I think to tread the place 
Where we beheld that angel face. 

Would give my bofom eafe. 

O no ! replied the other maid. 
For me rU feek the darkeft fhade, 

' Nor truft the hills again ; 
It would but fill my heart with grief j 
Can barren mountains give relief. 

When abfent is the fwain I 

While thus they argued, all around 
T|iey heard foft mufic's melting found. 
Sent in a moving drain : 

The;^ 
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Then hand in hand they walk'd along) 
To join its echoes with a fong, 

And wander'd o'er the plain. 

JBut ah ! what pleafure and furprife. 
When lo ! before their wifliing eyes 

AppearM the handfome youth j 
At oiice amazM they fee the moon j 
It was as they had met too foon. 

Too late to hide the ttuth# 

His trembling lips forfook the flute ; 
Refolv*d no longer-to be mute^ 

He thus addrefs'd the fair : 
I fear, fweet maids, Fve been too bold. 
But in Cleanthus you behold 

The viQdm of defpair. 

And O my griePs df fuch a kind, 
I never muft reveal my mind. 

But pine in endlefs woe. 

He 
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He faid no more, but heavM a figh, 
One filent tear bedew'd his eye. 

He bow'd, and turned to go. 

Forgetting all their female pride^ 
For female weaknefs will not hide. 

They caught him in their arms : 
O do not, do not fly away ! 
At leaft till noon with us you'll flay ; 

Your voice, your mufic charms. 

Our dwelling is but fmall and mean, 
A little hut on yonder green. 

We bpaft no princely hall. 
But there all nature ftrews her fweets. 
The tuneful choir in concert meets. 

And there the waters fall. 

Then welcome, ftranger, freely fharc 
Our humble roof, our fimple fare, 

We^U try to foothe your woes. 

Or 
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Or If fatigu'd, you wifh to reft, 
To eafe the ftruggles of your breaft^ 
We'll fing *you to repofe* ^ 

Beyond his utmoft hopes delighted. 
By Beauty's felf> by Love invited. 

With them he freely went j 
Not were they diftant from the fpot. 
Where ftood the fweet romantic cot. 

The maniion of content* 

All day the happy ftranger ftaid j 

He talk'd, he fung, his flute he playM, 

To charm each tender heart; 
But O ! when Phoebus hid his head. 
The charm is broke, the tranfport fled, 

' Alas ! they're doom'd to part. 

Farewell, he cries ! I bid adieu 
To all I prize, in leaving you 

I leave my foul behind ! 

For 



22 POEMS; 

For never did I chance to meet 
tVith maids fo lovely and fo fweet. 
So killing, and fo kind. 

On me does Fate and Fortune frotra j 
The' born to reign, and wear a crown^ 

Alas Fm doom'd to mourn: 
An exile from my native fhore, 
I never will behold you more j 

I nfever can return ! 

The blood forfook fair Phenes' cheek. 
She fobbed aloud, but could not fpeafcj 

She fear'd to bid him ftay : 
Bright Hero's ruby lips turnM pale, / 
She found her vital fpirits fail. 

She funk, and died away^ 

I fee, he faid ^ I have been wrong j 
Indeed, I fear, Fve ftay'd too long. 
And now I cannot go. 

Why 
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Why did I e'er thy dwelling trace, 
For ever let me hide my face. 

The caufe of fo much woe. 

With Hero every art they tried. 
But Death their utmoft Ikill defied. 

Her fpotlefs foul had fled : 
Difirafted for her lofs, they rave j 
In Leder Den they dug her grave. 

And laid her with the dead. 

Cleanthus ftaid a day or two, 
Till cruel foes hi§ fteps purfue. 

Then was he forc'd to fly : 
Now, Phenes, who can paint thy grief. 
Without one hope to give relief. 

Or check the burfling figh ? 

Her friend, her lover, ever loft, 
Pfi Sorrow's ample ocean toft. 

Her charms began to fade j 

For 
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For twice twelve months did Phenes weep. 
Till her fair eyes were clos'd in fleep. 
Below the filent fliade. 

*Tis pnly Philomel can tell 

The time, the place where Phenes fell. 

And ended all her care. 
Two gentle fpirits have been feen. 
In Fairy drefs, of rural green, 

To walk and wander there. 



THE 
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THE VILLAIN'S SOLILOQUY. 

1 HICK gathering forrow crouds around my heart, 
Guilt ftings my foul with many a deadly dart j 
O ! that I never, never, had betray'd. 
Or prov'd the ruin of an artlefs maid. 
Why did 1 all her rifing charms eclipfe. 
Or breath a fulph'rous vapour on her lips ? 
Ye fmiling fair of Edin% hate my fight. 
For I, accursM, fhall hate the dawning light. 
Oh ! Tve undone the faireft of your train. 
And ruin'd Jessie ne'er fliall fmile again ! 
But fince on earth no punifhment is giv'n 
ril go and dare the punifliments of Heav'n ! 
To Heaven did I fay ; no, no, to hell j 
For crimes far lefs than mine the angels fell, 
ril face hell's flames, and never heave a figh ; 
And on my grave let this infcription lie. 
Here rots a villain, 

D ON 
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ON RECEIVING 



A POT OF THYME. 

Ah Time ! thou bed, thou deareft gift of Heav'n, 

The moft abus'd of all its bleflings giv'n j 

At laft I prize, I honour, and refpeft. 

What long Fve had, and treated with negleft. 

Blefs'd be the youth who fliow'd me firft my crime. 

And ever after made me value Time ! 



AN 
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A N E P I T'A P H. 

JjIron, if e'er thy bofom bled for woe. 
If e'er a tear bedew'd thy radiant eyes. 

To yon church* yard, at clofe of evening go. 
There low on earth the gay LotJisA lies, 

BiRON, for thee flie loft the joys of youth, 

To thee, by magic pow'r, her heart was giv/n ; 

for thee rejeded friendfhip, love, and truth ; 
For thee fhe fcorn'd the world, and flighted Heav'n. 

BiRON, for"thee fhe pin'd the fummer day. 
By Phoebus* ray, or Luna's milder beam ;' 

Nor could forget the fatal ninth of May, 

Till, led by Death, flie tafted Lethe's ftream. 

BiR0i«T, for thee — but ah ! I'll ftop in time; 

Around her grave I faw fierce lightnings dart ; 
There fleeps her mufe, there reft her pow'rs fublime ; 

BiRON, for thee Louisa broke her heart! 

WORDS 
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WORDS OF COURSE. 

Of all your friends, when at your laft refource, 
Avoid the man that deals in words of courfe. 
Damon's in love, hq fwears, with you alone j 
Another comes, his heart's not all your own. 
Yet ftill he fwears, and ftill he keeps his word. 
Nor ever breaks it, till appears a third. 
Alexis now was kneeling at my feet ; 
^Tis ftrange he cannot fee me on the ftreet. 
Sandy-s my friend, no other aid I claim ; 
In time of need, ah ! Sandy's chang'd his name J 
I darted t'other day, when Willie faid 
To Jessie, You're a moft unequall'd maid* 
She fmil'd, he fneer'd, I ftar'd him in the face j 
He whifper'd me, Thefe words are common place. 
They are, 'tis well, too long I've felt their force, 
Curfe on your folly, and your words of courfe ! 



ON 
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ON THE 



St BERNARD'S CANARY BIRDS. 

oWEET Is the fubje£t of my verfe. 
Then let the fofteft notes rehearfe 

The fimple tale of woe ; 
Two pretty birds, by love endearM, 
Elate on airy pinions rear'd. 

In mutual flight did go 

To yonder grove, ;where neither ftrife, 
Nor jarring fcenes of bufy life^ 

Could hurt the little pair ; 
They knew the mafter good and kind. 
Of tender heart, and equal mind. 

And thought to fettle there. 

In fweeteft notes his praife they fung. 
In yonder yew bufh hatched their young, ' 
Yet (hyly fhunM his care ; 

Around 
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Around the feafon feem'd to fmile. 
They knew not nature could beguile, 
So flew in open air. 

Their infant brood had caught the wing. 
Their little throats were tun'd to fing. 

When lo ! th^ killing froft 
Did on each tender bloflbm feize j 
Chill, helplcfs 'mong the hoary trees. 

They fell, for ever loft. 

Yet fhall foine pretty babe relate 
Their timelefs end, but happy fate. 
Too apt to find an urn ; 
^ And other fongfters, as they fly, 
Shall view them with a plaintive eye, 

But envy while they mourn. 



ON 
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ON THE 



BIRTH-DAY OF A YOUNG GENTLEMAN 



IN THE 



.EAST INDIE S^ 

MeTHINKS the lark with fweeter lay 

Salutes the fmiling morn. 
All nature feems to hail the day 

When fuch a fon was born. 

He fprung like yonder poplar fair 

In all the charms of youth, 
A fomething (hone in all his air 

Of dignity and truth. 

His face and figure muft engage. 

And fuch a foul has he ; 
The like is given once in an age, 

To (hew what man ihould be. 

Thea 
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Then why from Britam's happy iflc 

To other regions go ; 
Shall ftrangers fhare that angel fmile 

While friends are funk in woe ? 

No, charming Phoenix, fhew your fenfe j 

Relieve a load of pain. 
And let the winds that bore you hence 

Convey you back again. 



THE 
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THE STAR OF EDEN VALE. 

Why ftands the tear in Jessie's eye? 

Why does Maria weep and wail ? 
With grief they fcarcely can reply, 

" WeVe loft the Star of Eden vale/' 

For him all nature feems to mourn ; 

We hear a voice in ev'ry gale j 
He never, never will return. 

The lovely Star of Eden vale. 

In yonder grove a maiden lies. 
Ah ! fhe could tell thee fuch a tale ! 

Look not, Maria, with furprife. 
Dim is the Star of Eden vale. > 

But why fhould I this tale relate. 
Or what can fighs or tears avail ? 

Curfe on a rival's ruthlefs hate, 
Fall'n is the Star of Eden vale. 

E But 
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But rU forbear to tell her name. 
For that would turn Maria pale j 

Yet never was fhe heard to blame. 
But blefs the Star of Eden vale. 

With languid look, at clofeof day. 
She walks alone by hill and dale ; 

And oft I've heard her fighing fay. 
The Sun is fet in Eden vale. 
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1 HINK how welcome dawns Aurora 
On the weary traveller's eyes ; 

Think how lovely Phoebus rifes. 
And adorns the eaftern ikies i 

Full as welcome, and a^ lovely^ 
To the fair Camilla's fight j 

Did appear her valiant lover. 

Through the folemn gloom of night* ' 

Both, with looks of heartfelt forrow, 
GazM awhile, but neither fpoke ; 

Till at length the brave Alonzo, 
Thus with fighs the filence broke* 

Canft thou hear, ioo lovely lady ? 

Will thy tender heart not break ? 
I muft go, perhaps forever ; 

Here my laft farewell I take. 



But 
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But think not now, my dear Camilla, 
The* through foreign climes I range. 

Gold or beauty e'er fhall tempt me ; 
This fond heart can never change. 

What tho' fate condemns thy iover 

Once again to fhine in arms ; 
Fortune yet may make Algnzo 

More deferring of thy charms. 

Ah ! rcply'd th' affliaed lady. 

With a luck that piercM his heart, 

I will ne'er furvive to fee thee j 
Here forever we muft part. 

Think, ah I think, my.dear Alonzq, 
When to heights of fame you rife j 

Here, deprived of friends and fortune, ^ 

Thy once lov'd Camilla dies. 

For 
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For thy fake, my cruel uncle. 
Drives the orphan from his door ; 

Thus diftrefsM, I flew to meet thee. 
But will never fee thee more. 

Doft thou think, fays brave Alonzo, 
I could leave thee thus forlorn ? 

No, this fword fhall guard Camilla ; 
Fame and fortune both I fcorn^ 

In yon caftle Fve a mother. 
Tender as Camilla's fair ; 

For my fake fhe*ll fondly lov« thee. 
If her friendly rodF thou' It fliare* 

Let me take thee to her bower. 
She will foothe thy gentle breaft ; 

Nor refufe thy ardent lover 
What will make him truly bleft. 



37 
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Softly figh'd the wounded maiden : 

Thus upon her bended knee. 
Leave me, dear Alonzo, leave me j 

This can never, never be. 

is Camilla then dependent, 

Abjeft as a common flave ; 
Death to me has loft his terrors^ 

Firft ru fink in yonder wave^ 

Is it thus you term my paffion, 
Said the confcious noble fwain j 

Then, proud maid, indeed PU leave you. 
Since my love has proVM in vain. 

But may Heaven guard Camilla, 

Tho' I bid a laft adieu J 
Never more will I love womstn. 

Since Pm treated thus by you* 

On 
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On the earth's cold bofom lying, 
Fair Camilla breath'd her laft ; 

T'ime's fleet wing is arm'd with forrow, 
Why relate the woe that's paft ? 
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A SONG. 

Saw ye the glens, faw ye the rocks, - 
Or faw ye bonny Harry Howie ? 

On yonder hill he feeds his flocks, 
His flocks fae gay, himfel fae dowie. 

Yes, I hae feen the glens, the rocks, 

And Tve. been wading through the heather; 

And there I fpied a wand'ring flock. 

Their hqrd was gone I know not whither. 

But hark ! I hear a difmal choir 

Of bleating lambs, and fliepherds mourning ; 
Ah ! Harry Howie is no more j 

No more wild echoes are returning. 

An urchin fly has flain the youth. 
Has flain him with a bow and quiver j 

A fairer mind of fpotlefs truth 

From fuch a fqrm Death ne'er did fever. 

Oft 
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Oft will I leave the feftive train. 

And feek the glens and rocks fae dowie ; 
There every zephyr fhall explain 

What I have felt for Harry Howie. 



4* 
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WRITTEN IN THE 



HERMITAGE AT BRAID. 

Once, weary of the bufy town, , 

And with poetic ardour fir'd, 
I left it with a fcornful frown, 

To yon fweet hermitage retir'd* 

I fet me on a mofly ftone 

Befide the foftly falling ftream j 

So charm'd to find myfelf alone. 
It only feem*d a pleafant dream. 

When, lo ! from yon furrounding fliades, 
/ Through which the waters glide along, 
Step'd forward two as lovely maids 
As e'er were fam'd in poet's fong. 

The 
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The one mageftic, graceful, gay, 
Commanded mote than mortal air j 

Her meaning eyeS wete bright as day j 
In glofly ringlets wav*d her hair. 

Her drefs, the pureft fimple white, 

No gaudy ornament did fliow j 
She feemM array'd in robes of lights 

More fpotlefs than the new fall'n fnow. 

The other like her fiftfer feem'd, 

But fhone with an inferior air j 
From her mild eyes no raptures ftream'd. 

But modeft pleafure fparkled there. 

A ferious fettled look of peace 

In all her gentle form appeared ; 
And fomething which could never ceafe 

To make that gentle form endear'd. 

On 
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On me flie turned her fmiling eyes, ' 
Which fparkl'd then with love and joy : 

Be what I am, fhe fweetly cries, 

And nothing fhall your blifs defboy. 

The other fternly thus replyM : 
'Twould be a crime to copy thee, 

Unlefs fhe leave a world of pride, 

Or wander through that world ttrith mc. 

My name is Virtue I fear not, then, 
In my rough paths on earth to ftray j 

FU guide you from the \irile8 of men j 
rU lead you to the realms of day. 

And this fair virgin is CoNtfiNt, 
Which you, I hope, will fhortly be. 

If that's your wifh, in time repent, 
Difdain the world, and follow me. 
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I rofe, and, with a beating heart, 

Clafp'd blooming Viktue to my bread : 

By heav'n, we never more fhall part ! 
I figh'd, I wept5 and clofer preft. 

Your path may lie through care and ftrife ; 

E'en through thefe paths FU follow you. 
Till, at the farthefl verge of life, 

I bid this vale of tears adieu. 



ON 
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On Mr ******. 

I'JVi not fo great a child, misjudging youth. 

As be offended at the fimple truth. 
But fince to you the mufes lend an ear,- 

Guard your poetic genius by your fear 
Of e*er offending ; and, as fate decrees. 

That beauteous form muft crofs the raging feas. 
Let thy young heart with native goodnefs glow. 

Nor e'er difgrace the land from whence you go- 
May he who nam'd thee firfl: creation's lord, 
• Affift thy courage, and direfl: thy fword. 
On earth each blifs of fortune may'ft thou reap. 

And death approach thee like an infant's fleep. 
If doom'd to fall amidft the fields of fame. 
May deeds of honour ftill record your name. 



ON 
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ON A LATE 



DISTURBANCE IN THE THEATRE, 

W HEN Villain was utter'd by Fennell, around 
The lawyers appear, with their eyes on the ground; 
Eaph knew his own heart, and in anger did cry, 
I will be revenged, for by God it is I. 
Then, to fettle the matter, they met on a call. 
And, convided, agreed that it muft be them all ! 



ON 
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ON THE 



STUMP QF AN OLD TREE. 

O Moving fight ! it wakes the tragic mufe ; 

To fcenes like this my heart is never cold : 
Alas ! poor plant, why ftand'ft thou here alone ? 

Is it becaufe thou'rt leaflefs, bent, and old ? 

Thy branches lop'd, no more afford a fhade 

From beating rains, or Phoebus' fcorching beams ; 

Nor here, reclin'd in fluinbers, lies the fwain, 
And of his fancied fortune fondly dreams. 

Thou, once the pride, the glory of the plain, 
Round which fweet innocents did often play ; 

Thy trunk the houfelefs wretch has gladly fought. 
And little fongfters lodg'd on every fpray : 

Here 
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Here has the bee procured a fnug recefs, 
Form'd by the art of no deftruftive hand j 

Her toils repaid, her luxuries enjoyed. 
And here in fafety reared a bufy band. 

Neglefted now alike by man and brute, 
The woeful monument of many years ; 

My fpirits fink — FU on thy flump recline, 
And wafli thy wither^ bark with female tears. 



G 
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A NIGHT SCENE, 

oEE Night, all majeftic, lean over the hill. 
Dark daemons recline on her breaft j 

Fond memory ceafe, or a inoment be ftilj. 
For fweet Philomel fleeps in her neft. 

She reftlefs, like me, ftill laments for her mate, 

A ftranger to pleafure and fleep j 
But her forrows haye been of fo lengthened a date, 

She's forgot both to ligh and to weep. 

That voice which fo foftly I heard from a cloud, 

Was furely the voice of my fwain j 
Be quiet, ye winds, if ye whiftle fo loud, 

I never Ihall hear it again. 

Oh, hark! it is he — -tis Maria he pries! 

How fweet ftole the found on my ear ; 
JAke -^oLus* harp now it Vibrates and dieSjj 

Apd leaves me to doubt and to fear : 

Return 
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Return, gentle fpirit, in pity return ; 

From death would you borrow a dart : 
I'm weary at midnight to wander and mourn5 

Then flrike me at once to the heart. 
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A YOUNG lass's SOLILOQUY. 

An* fo it feems it is reported, 

That I hae ne*er been wooM nor courted, 

But de'il fpeed lies j 
The bonny lads came flocking round me. 
Enough in confcience to confound me, 

Like hives of bees. 

But I was cald as winter fnaw. 
An' nae return would ever fhaw 

For a' their favours ; 
An' now ye fee ye hae been wrang, 
Nae mair o' me ye'U make a fang. 

But had ye'r clavers. 

Yet out o' fpite Fll tell the reft. 
An' which o' them I liked beft, 
Wha was fae clever. 

To 
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To melt this icy bread o' mine. 
To take my heart without defign. 
An* keep it ever. 

It was a lad wi' yellow hair, 

Wi' rofy cheeks, an* forehead fair, 

An* light blue een ; 
The like o' him on hill or dale. 
In borough's town, or country vale, 

Was never feen, 

O vow but he was proud an* fancy. 
An* better loo*d anither lafly, 

Wha had fome filler ; 
But I hae five an five good nails. 
An*, ere my ftrength or courage fails, 

ru wi* them till her* 

on! 
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OK A REAL INSTANCE OF 

DISINTERESTED FRIENDSHIP. 

Ill (kiird my youthful hand to guid« 

Th I juft defcriptive pen ; 
Elfe with a poet's nobkft pride 
rd draw the beft of men. 

Ye unfeen beings that attend 

In realms of pureft light, 
AfGft to paint the orphan's friend. 

The good, the matchlefs W * te 

And liften while I tell the tale, 

More like a fancied dream : 
One night, as languid, faint, and pale, 

I view'd bright Luna's beam, 

I rov'd by yon fair building's fide. 
That ftrikes the wond'ring fight. 

Then tow'ring high in airy pride 
Dim 4|||pugh the gloom of night, 

• -^z My 
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My mind overclouded was with woe, 

As difmal as the fcene j 
Shades o'er my fate did thickening grow. 

No ray could intervene : / 

But he was nigh, the friend of all 

Beheld with tender care ; 
And ftill awake to pity's call. 

My forrows wiih'd to {hare* 

He fpoke, ye heavens ! the pleafing found 

Still vibrates in my ear; 
Words which might heal the deepeft wound. 

And diflipate each fear. 

Put, oh ! it was not words alone ; 

For bounteous deeds did prove, 
^ goodnefs to the world unknown 

His manly breaft did move. |' 

On 
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On earth each broken heart elate 
Beholds him with delight ; 

And heaven fliall open every gate 
To welcome matchlefs W te ! 



ON 
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ON A YOUNG LADY*. 

Sweet lovely maid, what fhall I fay^ 

Or how defcribe thy chartns ; 
Whofe look, like Phoebus' cheering ray^ 

Each chilly bofom warms. 

Can we behold that gentle face$ 

And no emotions feel ? 
"Who coldly views fuch eafe and gtac* 

Muft have a heart of fteeL 

In ficioiefs fee her fweetly fmilcj 
To cheer each anxious friend ; 

O ! bounteous heaven, our fears beguile, 
And quick affiftance lend. 

In blooming charms, and youthful prime. 

How calmly does fhe bear 
A pain, which might embitter time. 

And drive her to defpair, 

H There's 
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There*s angel meeknefs in her breafty 

Or we. could never find, 
In one fair female, fo diftreft. 

Such happy ftrength of mind: 



AN 
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AN ELEGY. 

JMAtilda was mild as the morn. 
Yet gay as the Goddefs of Youth j 

No gems did Matilda adorn 
But innocence, virtue, and truth. 

She came from the banks of the Thames, 
Her looks her foft paffion expreft 

For Fellen, the youth of her dreams. 
The folace and pride of her breaft. 

His eyes were as bright as the fun ; 

Her form was all graceful and gay ; 
Scarce equalled, and rivall'd by none ; 

His voice was the nightingale's lay. 

He lovM his Matilda a while. 
But foon fhe difcover'd, too late. 

That men can deceive while they fmile. 
And go without fliame or regret. 

From 
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From Cupid he borrowM a dart, 
And long it feem'd lent him in vain j 

^ut when' he had wounded her heart, 
He inftantly quitted the plain. 

She flood by the fide of a brook. 
When left by her Fellen alone. 

And cafl fuch a pitiful look. 

Might have melted the heart of a ftone. 

The Heavens were wrapped in a cloud. 
All nature dejefted did feem ; 

Then calling on Fellen aloud. 
She fijddenly plunged in the ftream* 



A 
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ARE Q^U E S T. 

A Fair one once upon a time, 

AddrefsM a nymph that dealt in rhyme, 

I pray on me make fatire j 
And plainly tell me, as a frien4. 
My faults, that I may ftrive to mend ; 

I hate to hear you flatter. 

The nymph replied — Give me my book. 
And then aflumM the critic's look ; 

But ftopt to paufe a while : 
The greateft ffiult in you I fee. 
Is alking fuch a thing of me ; 

Nor, Nancy, peed you fmile. 

For, O ! it was in vain to think. 
At fuch an e^-ror I could wink ; 

Your meaning will not hide 
Full well ticfore I fpake you knew, 
pf faults you had fo very few,— r 

'Twas confcious female pride. 

A 
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A SONG, 

The morning fmiles with foft delight, 
The ftreams do fmoothly glide ; 

^Tis not the fun that fhines fo bright, 
Tis Nan of Leader fide. 

Her fprightly notes the lark does make 

Among the branches hide : 
And all the drowfy fongfters wake 

With Nan of Leader fide. 

O why that look of cold difdain ? 

Yet wherefore do I chide ; 
For fure there's pleafure in the pain, 

Sweet Nan of LEADer fide. 

No wonder then her bofom fwells 

With heart-exulting pride j 
For, hark ! on Eden banks the bells 

play Nan of Leader fide. 



To 
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To Captain ****. 

O Thou ! unaw'd by principle or powV, 
Behold and tremble for the fated hour. 
When nature calls thy heedlefs foul away. 
To leave its- better part, thy wretched clay^ 

Do you e'er peace or fatisfaftion find j 
Does not your pleafures leave a (ting behind ? 
How fliort's life's joy, how fleeting is our breath; 
Refleft one moment on the hour of death ! 

Behold thy fpirit ready to depart. 
What tortures then fhali pierce your hardened heart! 
How many guiltlefs fouls, by you deftroy'd. 
As inftruments of pain, fhall be employed ? 

Your troubled confcience will abhor the light. 
Yet terror fhall perplex you all the night. 
Reflefl: on this, and turn your eyes to Heav'n; 
There dill is mercy — you may be forgiv'n. 

la 
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in alking pardon, now employ that tonguei 
Which once deceivM the ignorant and young* 
Fve heard, O dreadful ! children you betray. 
And dim the radiance of their rifmg day. 

But if you heaven and earth will ftill difdain, 
And this laft timely warning prove in (^ain, 
I fear fome hand will quickly be employed. 
And you'll, like other mpafters, be deftroyed : 
But if you live till nature play its part. 
Then doubly doubly Ihall you feel the fmart* 



THE 
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THE LOVE-LORN MAID; 

JjENEAtH an aged elm's embowering fliade, 
Befide a rill that murmurs through the plain, 

There lay Ormina ; Thus the penfive maid 

Soft fung the praife of STREPHON,handfome fwain, 
And rocks and hills re-echo'd back again. 

Such was the found, as in^Ae fj^heres above^ 
Celeftial fpirits fmg at rifmg day ; 

It was the accents of fmcereft love. 

And Philomela fweetly join'd the lay. 
And other fongfters waked on every fpray. 

Pve view'd the flowers that deck the vernal ground, 
• I've view'd the ftars that deck the azure flcy, 

A fweeter bloom on Strephon's cheek I found, 
A brighter luftre beam'd in Strephon's eye j 
Then wonder not for him alone I figh. 

Pve view'd the yellow leaves in autumn fpread, 
Pve viewed the fun's bright luftre on the main ; 
I Such 
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Such are the locks that Strephon's temples fhade. 
Such is the brightnefs that adorns my fwain. 
And ftill this breaft his image fhall retain. 

But, hark ! I heard a voice in yonder gale ; 

Some gentle fpirit whifpers through the breeze j 

What if he now o'erhears thy tender tale j 
What if he lies conceal'd among the trees. 
With looks of fuUen pride and heart at eafe ? 

Awake each tender feeling of the heart. 

Awake but for a while in Strephon's breaft 

And if he deigns to fmile before we part. 
Then Ihall Ormina be fupremely bleft, 
Forget her former pain, and fink to reft. 



ON 
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ON A LADY. 

For thee, Eliza, darling theme. 
Too weak are all the ftrokes of art, 

Whofe lovely eyes reflefted beam 

Go thrilling through the painter's heart. 

As fome young eagle, when it fails 
Before the fun's too fcorching rays. 

Begins to pant for fanning gales. 
And fickens at the brilliant gaze ; 

So while the artift draws that form, 
Where every beauty is expreft. 

His raptur'd fancy grows too warm, 
And love lights torches in his breaft. 

And oh ! as ill the poet tries 

To paint the charms that deck thy mind j 
No, that his utmoft Ikill defies. 

Angelic fweetnefs there wp find. 

Then 
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Then, peerlqfs maid, *tis all in vain 
To fay how bright thy beauties fhine. 

For every look exprefles plaiu 

The hand that form'd thee was divine. 
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A SONG. 

It was at night his form divine. 
Did with tranfplendent beauty fhine, 

And won my right good willj 
The moon did caft a pleafmg ray. 
We thought it fweeter than the day. 

And wander'd to the hilU 

We feem'd to tread enchanted ground. 
Where fairies keep their midnight round, 

As I have oft been told ; 
We fet us down upon a rock. 
Where fhepherds us'd to feed their flock. 

In golden days of old. 

My bofom thrillM with pleafing pain. 
He lookM fo like that handfome fwain. 

Who charm'd the Grecian fair j 
I fwore by all yon lights above, 
My heart, till then a foe to love. 

Did yield like eafy air. 

With 
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.With envy all condemn my flame. 
And Prudence fays I am to blame, 

For loving one fo rare. 
Yes, I confefs I have been wrong. 
For not Apollo, God of Song, 

With Jamie can compare* 



ON 



ON Mr ****** Actor. 

CjReat child of nature, well you play your parf. 
Yet nature fure would need a little art. 
Excufe me ♦••*•• but Fm forc'd to tell. 
In nought fo much as bawling you excell. 
And where there's no occafion for a florm. 
Your head's too giddy, and your blood too wana^' 
Tor inftance now, when men are making love. 
They bill and coo, as gentle as the dove ; 
But you, all foaming like a favage bear. 
Attempt with bluft'ring cries to move the hit. 
How inconfiftent, vain unthinking boy. 
To rage a tyrant, while you look a toy* 
You gain applaufe — good faith, I grant it true. 
Nothing like roaring charms the vulgar cre\s^. 
But men, whofe judgement's rather more acute, 
Aftonifh'd flare, with indignation mute. 

THE 
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THE ILL-FATED LOVER. 

On Alpin's mount, by Celin's ftfeam^ 

Alvira fpent the day. 
While Orpheus tun'd his oaten reed 

To fome enchanting lay- 

This couple lov'd, yes dearly lovM, 

Beyond the power of tongue. 
Beyond the very reach of thought, 

Tho' they were poor and young. 

Sweet were their looks, and kind their words. 

No fhought was e'er conceaPd, 
Whatever wifli Alvira formed 

To Orpheus was reveal'd. 

In early years, they both were left 

On diftant hills alone ; 
Their cave was covered o'er with mofs. 

And at the door a ftone* 

The 
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The fruits turhich fed the little birds 

Did nature's \rant fupply. 
And fweetly Celik's ftreani they draiiki 

Whenever they were dryi 

The fkins of beslft^ that Orpheus fle^* 
Did ferve theta both for cloaths ; 

As valiant heroes often wear 
The armour of their foes;; 

Once as they took an evening walk^ 

With fighs Alvira faid ; 
Alas ! how helplefs jfhould I be; 

Dear youth, if thou Wert dead; 

The thought like lightning ftruck his heart. 

He clafp'd her to his bread j 
We are but one^ delightful maid, 
- So keep thy mind at reft* 

K Like 
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Like that firft fair in Eden form*d, 

Thou art to Orpheus giv^nj 
And, bleft with thee, he aflcs no more. 

He feeks no higher Heav'n. 

Could eagles foar without their wings, 

And almoft reach the Ikies ? 
And could thy Orpheus view one joy, 

Without Alvira's eyes ? 

Adieu, my love, fhort while we part. 

To flay a bear I go. 
Night coming on, he loft his way 

In hills o'crlaid with fiiow. 

Trembling and faint he wanderM long. 

To feek his little cave. 
Till, falling from the mountain brow. 

He found an early grave. 

Alvira 
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Alviha glcsoi'd the ihady wood. 

To make a cheerful blaze. 
That, when he weary Ihould return. 

His fpirits it might raiie. 

The fineft fruits were all prq>ar*d 

To make her Orpheus fmile ; 
The cave with (hells ibc deck- 4 around. 

His abfence to beguile* 

At length, quite tir'd and anxious grown. 

His ftay fhe greatly fear'd j 
So fpent the night in painful thought. 

Till morning rays appear'd^ 

O^er hill and dale, at early dawn, 

She run in wild defpair. 
Till waving 'mong the chilly fhow 

Appeared his golden hair. 

She 
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She view-d th^ i^yes where honour beam*<|* 
Now fix'd in fpeechlefs gaze.; 

And pale apd parch'd the coral lips 
That wont to fing her praife. 

The dimpl'd cheek was wan and cold. 

Nor vied with rofes more ; 
No fmiling feature could fhe trace. 

That warm'd her hejirt before. 

All mangled, bleeding on the plain, 

Diftorted with the blaft, 
She gaz'd till deatJi bedimm'd her fight. 

Then fell and breatl|iM h?r laft. 
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WRITTEN IN THE 



HERivhtage; of braid, 

DUrrounded with the fliading trees, 

IntrancM in fwept delight, 
I hail the day, I blefs the hour, 

Which gave me life and light* 

Tho' from my birth the child of chance, 

I prize what Heav'n has lent ; 
And with the little that's my lot, 

I feel myfelf content. 

Does not the beauteous orb of Heav'x^ 

Impartial dart his beams, 
Alike to all the woods, the hills. 

The gentle falling ftreams ? 

Does not the God who made them thus. 

Alike impartial deal ? 
He does — ^had vain deluded man 

The fenfe to fee and feel. 

» . ■ ■ « 

If 
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If I again behold this day^ 

And languifii in diftrefs. 
Thou, Power Suprepae, fupport my foul. 

And m^e the ftruggle hUt 

But if it be thy gracious will, , 

To give me health and eafe, 
With greatful heart Til praife thy name 

'^^W thefe fhading trees^ 



Tm 
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THE STRUGGLE. 

A Thousand fighs that burfting rifcj 
Bid Strephon here remain. 

Yet Sally cried, with woman's pride. 
Oh ne'er return again* 

Awhile to ftand, and take her hanJ^ 
Befought the blooming fwain ; 

Away (he flies, and thus replies. 
Oh ne'er return again. 

O fpeak the truth, nor fcorn the youth, 
Thefe ftrugglcs are in vain j 

H^ goes away, now can you fay. 
Oh ne'er return again. 

How dark's the night, he's out of fight. 
Unheard I'll breath my pain ; 

Ye zephyrs figh, although I die. 
Oh ne'er return again. 
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Nor e'er reveal how much I feel^ 

In forcing this difdain j 
Tho' death fliould tell I lov'd thee well^- 

Oh ne'er return again. . 

This wbunded heart, that bleeds to pari,' 

Was never us'd to feign j 
tJhmov'd you go, then never know, 

Oh ne'er return again. 
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A SONG. 

W HEN the lovely young Edwin was laid to re- 

pofe. 
At the dawn of the day, when bright Phoebus arofe j 
The bays and the laurels did ferve for a fhade^ 
And the myrtles and willows fupported his head. 

The lark and the linnet arofe on the fpray. 
And the lambs all around him did frolic and play ; 
E*en the bee was enticed with fuch fweetnefs and grace. 
And, in queft of his honey, did light on his face. 

EPIGRAM. 

VjiURSE oh their malice ! angry Damon cries, 
Pve loft my character by envious lies : 
Pooh ! I replied, good Damon, never mind it. 
The man's completely curs'd fliall chance to find it. 



On 
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ON A 

YOUNG gentleman's RETURN. 

FROM 

JAMAICA. 

JL E winds, ye waves, ye ftormy feas. 

To whqinfuch force is giv'n. 
Ah ! gently, gently, waft on fhore 

The nobleft work of Heav'n. 

He comes ! the lovely youthful bard. 

To grace his native ifle. 
To blefs a mother's longing eyes. 

To make his Delia fmile. 

Come then, ye maids, a garland weave 

To crown his beauteous browj 
To Delia we'll the garland give. 

To her he gave his vow. 

THE 
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THE EMPTY PURSE. 

What all defpife, and all agree to curfe, 

I view with pride and joy, an Empty Purfe. 

When it was full, fo was my heart of woe, 

I knew not what to do, nor where to go. 

I would be gen'rous^ but I long'd for drefs; 

Appearing great, I made myfelf look lefs. 

I that no kindred ever dar'd to claim. 

Found fifty kind relations of my name, 

No more could I complain of friends neglefl:. 

And daring falfehood hung around my neck ; 

Amaz'd I cried, What means this mighty change; 

The forward fool replied, 'Tis nothing ftrange. 

Wretch, take my gold, I faid, my greateft curfe, 

Leave me an honell he^irt^ and empty purfe. 
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A HYMN. 

Author of life and light, Great Power above! 

Parent of all, whofe very felf is love ! 

Shall flattering reafon make a faint eflfay 

To paint one fpark of thy eternal ray ? 

Not all the years that in creation roll. 

Not all the finer organs of the foul j 

The heart of man grows fpeechlefs in thy praife. 

While angels, loft in filent wonder, gaze. 

Soon as the morning trembles through the Iky, 

To wake the world, we view thy piercing eye j 

The tuneful lark, elated, leaves her neft, 

Tlic fun*s warm luftre beaming on her breaft : 

Throqgh worlds untold the morning hymns refound 

Till rieav*-n*s high arch re-echoed back the found^ 



AN 
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AN ADDRESS TO NIGHT, 

xl AIL folemn Night, ye glitt'ring lamps of Heav'n, 
Fair orb of light, with mild benignant rays. 

To my torn breaft a woman's heart is given, 
Or in foft nijrnber^ Fd attempt thv praife. 

Then let me tell ye,, filent fpirits round. 
Ye unfeen beings, pure as breathing. fpring, 

"WTio in my bofom plac'd this deadly wound. 
No viper's poifpn here, no ferpeut's fting. 

Fair was the form, as mortal form can be, 
Alas! I languifh for no common fwain ; 

Graceful the youth who gave this wound to me. 
And yet Fm tortur'd with uncommon pain, 

O thou Great Power! from whom I drew my breathy 
May I prefume to beg an early grave ; 

To afk the awful previlege of death. 
Forgive me, Heav'n ! no other boon I crave. 

On 
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ON A YOUNG LADY, WHO ASKED A NECKLACE 

OF A GENTLEMAN'S HAIR, AND WAS 

REFUSED- 

And is It thus, Miranda cried, 
And am I then by him denied, 

Alas my heart is fore ; 
Why did I make the fond requeft ? 
Why not conceal it in my breaft. 

As I had donis before ? 

I know not how he fpoke fo fair, 
I wifh'd to have his yellow hair. 

And wear it round my neck j 
But, O ! it hurt his gentle mind. 
Such boldnefs in my fex to find. 

Then what could I expeO:, 



EPIGRAM 
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EPIGRAM. 

A Friend of mine the other day^ 
Who has more grace than pelf. 

When fpeaking of a fot^ did pray. 
Lord take him to thyfelf* 

When turning quick, Eliza criesr^ 
Indeed 'tis mighty odd ; 

A man you do yourfelf defpifc. 
You think is fit for God. 



EPITAPH 
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EPITAPH. 

O Lovely woman, deareft of thy kind. 

On whom my fond remembrance loves to dwell^ 

No poet's pen can ever paint thy mind^ 
Nor tongue of mortal born thy praifes telL 

lEngrav'd on my fond heart thy image lies> 
Tve feen thee brighter than the rifing fun. 

When from his chambers in the orient flues. 
In radiant fplendory he his courfe begun. 

Purer and calm as looks the clofmg day. 
When every angry element does ceafe ; 

Smiling in death, my beft example lay, 
And fought the regions of eternal peace* ^ 

Yet boding tears bedew*d het faded cheek. 
Two weeping orphans {landing by her bed ; 

She looked their future fate, but could not fpeak. 
For death's cold hand lay on her beauteous head. 

To 
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Unus'd td every foothing found, 

Inur'd to every fofrow j 
To day you vainly bind the wound 

That bleeds afrefli to-tnorrowi 

The world beholds with tarelefs eye. 

And much I fcorn their pity ; 
Unfeen, td heave the burftirig figh^ 

I leave the crowded city; 

And doft thou afk my falt'ring tongue, 

To tell a tale of woe ? 
The griefs my youthful breaft have wrung 

Oh ! may'ft thou never know ! 

Long have I bore an orphan's name, 

And fharM an orphan's fate ; 
Few friends I have, or dare to claim. 

Such is my helplefs ftate. 

' M The 
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The fimple diQ:a^es of my heayt 
To public view they force ; 

Not pride, but pajn does this imps^rt j 
It is my la ft refource, 



On 
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ON THE author's BIRTH-DAY. 

1 HUS lowly bending on my parent earth, 
I view with tears the day that gave me birth ; 
Since I had power to think I ne'er could find 
Myfelf of any fervice to mankind ; 
Tho' oft this vain, this giddy foolifli heart. 
For others griefs does ipoft feverely fnmrf ; i 
And yet I ne'er found means, or never could, 
But this I know, I never did them good. 
Me whom the iron hand of fate does prefs, 
Tho' moft familiar, never felt the lefs j 
Scorn'd by thofe friends with whom I once could vie. 
Without one kind companion doomed to figh, 
I feel new caufes, each fucceeding morn. 
To mourn the day when fuch a wretch was born. 
But O ! Almighty Father ! if I dare 
To left my eyes to thee, accept this prayer ; 
Let ne'er ambition fire my youthful breaft. 
Nor earthly trifles rob jny foul of reft. 

May 
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May i ne*er heave a figh for dirty pelf^ 
Ot aiiy thing that but concerns myfelf, 
tJnlefs my fins : O ! may they be forgiv'ri,' 
And all riiy happinefs be plac'd in heav*n I 
G might I be enabled to felieve 
The wants, and fo6th the cares of thofe that grieve j- 
rd view my birth-day with a heart ehte. 
And leavfc ihc woild without the leaft regrets 



THE END, 
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May i ne'er heave a figh for dirty pelf j 
Or any thing that but concerns myfelf, 
tJnlefs lily fins : O ! may they be forgiv'ri,^ 
And all my happinefs be plac'd in heav*n I 
G might I be enabled to felieve 
The wants, and fodth the cares of thofe that grieve j 
rd view my birth-day with a heart elate. 
And leave ilic woild without the leaft regrets 



THE END. 
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May i ne*er heave a figh for dirty pelf^ 
Ot any thing that but concerns myfelf, 
tJnlefs ifty fins : O ! may they be forgiv'ri^ 
And all niy happinefs be plac'd in heav*n I 
G might I be enabled to felieve 
The wants, and fobth the cares of thofe that grieve j 
rd view my birth-day with a heart ehte. 
And leave ihc woild without the leaft regrets 



THE END, 
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May i ne*er heave a figh for dirty pelf,- 
Or any thing that but concerns myfelf, 
tJnlefs my fins : O ! may they be forgiv^ri^ 
And all my happinefs be placed in heav*n I 
might I be enabled to felieve 
The wants, and footh the cares of thofe that grieve j 
rd view my birth-day with a heart elate. 
And leave tlic woild without the leaft regret,^ 



THE END. 
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May i ne'er heave a figh for dirty pelf,- 
Or arty thing that but concerns myfelf, 
tJnlefs my fins : O ! may they be forgiv^ri^ 
And all my happinefs be plac'd in heav*n I 
G might I be enabled to felieve 
The wants, and fodth the cares of thofe that grieve j 
rd view my birth-day with a heart elate, 
And leave ilic woild without the leaft regret,^ 



THE END# 



